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As a thief, Tim was an 
expert — he knew all 
the tricks of his trade 
. . . but even an expert 
thief sometimes has a 
soft heart . . . 

By Cat! Formes 

WITH ALL the quiet 
Health of a home eat 
sta Being a »pjrrow,Tira tiptoed 
across the veranda and started 
to dimb up one of the pasts 
that reached to the second 
itory- Thai was what his work 
largely consisted of~ dimbing ■ 
to second stories. Tim hardly 
ever approached a job by way 
of the stairway. He was a sec- 
ond story man. 

Arrived at the Ceiling of the 
porch, Tim swung himieif out 
and onto the roof with an agil- 
ity that would have won gym- 
nastic honors in any Sokol 
meet. In an incredibly short 
space of time, he had crossed 
the porch roof, had raised the 
jcreen and was legging his way 
into the bedroom. Once inside, 
he stood stock still, hardly 
breathing. Sound* soon came to 
him that told him all he wanted 
to know. There wa* one person, 
. a man, sleeping in a bed to his 
left. Moving with the noiseless 
stealth of a panther, Tim 
reached the foot of the bed, 
and. soon transferred all the 
bills and even the tiller money 
from the pair of trousers hang- 
ing there to hi* own. He next 
went through the top drawer of 
the highboy, and added, two 



sets of cuff lints and a pearl 
tuxedo set to his takings. The 
sleeping man half liiped a 
word or two and turned hraviiy 
on his bed. Tim froze into a 
jtarue against the waif during 
this interruption. After waiting 
until he felt sure that the man 
was again soundly asleep, the 
thief skated over to the closet. 
He carefully searched every 
suit pocket there but" found 
nothing of value. 

He nett crept to a bedroom 
across the hall. A gray haired, 
middle aged otinun was sleep- 
ing here, the moon shining full 
en her kind, peaceful face. The 
silken coverlets made little 
streaks of lieht and' shade as 
they rose and fell with her even 
breaching.' 

Tim looked down at the 
sleeping woman long and 
seatchingly. She and hers be- 
longed to a world from which 
he was completely barred. She 
was pan of what, in his under- 
world jargon, was called "Legit- 
imate." Tim had an indescrib- 
able feeling that he really 
belonged to this class of people. 
It was like a hary dream out of 
the past, but it never quite left 
him. This it was that had at 
first made him resist his 
"Unde't" efforts to train him 
in the finer points of a sneak 
(hirfs profession. Many were 
the beatings this had earned 
him. T^i>:e he had even tried 
to give ^r> the life of crime en- 
tirely, only to he pushed back 
into it by a never forgiving and 
ever hounding sodrty. Flui 
feeling of really "belonging" 
was unusually strong in him 
tonight, but he steeled himself 



against it, dismissing it as an 
idle, silly dream. 

Tim cat-footed over lo the 
dressing table. On itf top were 
the usual beauty requisites and 
(vio diamond rings and it dia- 
mond wrist watch. This jewelry 
he quickly added to the plun- 
der from the other room. The 
thief wa* ju« in the act of turn- 
ing away from the dresser, when 
a framed photo caught his eye. 
It was the picture of a curly 
headed little boy. The little 
chap seemed to actually smile 
at him. 

"I must be going batty,** Tim 
growled to himself, gliding o*n 
through the door. 

He quickly crept down the 
stairs to the rooms below. Tim 
slid into the dining room, and 
in short was fingering the silver- 
ware in its velvet- lined drawcr. - 
The feel and weight of the 
pieces told him that they, were 
the real McCoy — sterling lilver. 
He had just slipped some c-f 
the knives into his inside 
pocket, when he fell a sudden 
draft. Somewhere on the same 
floer or in the basement under 
him a window or door had been 
opened which was not open be- 
fore. Now his keen ear csughr 
the sound of a moving body— 
someone was coming up ifcf 
basement stairs. In one silent 
leap Tim was behind the win- 
dow drapes — flattened agairu! 
the dining room wall. 

He had not long to wait. A 
thin shaft of light cut through 
the darkness of the room. In * 
iplit second, a big lumberin( 
bruiser of a housebreaker, ap- 
peared, with an automatic in 
one hand and a flash light in 
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the other. He turned .into tin 
hall, and wai won goingHip the 
stairs, his every breath audible 
(o Tim's sensitive ear*. 

HT HE SNEAK ihief hated this 

type of blundering criminal 
who relied only on force and 
(be threat of force to (fain his 
end, and who would not hesi- 
tate to kill when cornered. 1 Two 
inner voices now started a heal' 
ed argument in Tim. One told 
him to get out of that house 
with all possible speed. The 
other cried out to him to go up- 
stairs and protect that eJderly 
woman. It cried out loudly 
rnoogh to completely drown 
the voice of caution, and before 
Tim knew what he was about, 
he was wildly looking around 
for some kind of weapon. He 
never carried one, relying on 
his skill and speed to get him 
out of trouble. If the cops did 
catch him, it made it that much 
ea^er for him. The porch 
climber finally, found a make- 
shift weapon in the big living 
room — a pair of heavy long* 
leaning against the fireplace. 
With these he raced up the 
stairs, throwing all caution to 
the winds. 

"One yap out o' you," snarled 
ihe housebreaker, "an* 111 
smear yer brains all over da 
bed." He held the butt of his 
big gun poised over the 
woman's head. She was sitting 
bolt upright, frantically grip- 
ping the bed cover — an esspre*- 
>ion of paralyzing fear on her 
{sec. Suddenly she sucked in 
her breath as though to scream. 
The bruiser's left hand shot out 
and clamped itself over her 
mouth. At the sa^ie lime his 
right came down — to crush out 
her life. 

With the speed of a striking 
cobra, Tim lashed out and 
crashed the long* down on the 
housebreaker's head. A gurgling 
groan — an eartpiitting scream 
— a heavy thump, and the 
bruiser lay stretched out on the 
floor rooTDtetefy out. ' 

"What is it, mother? What's 
wrong?" sounded from the 
other room — then the sound of 
running feet. Tim made a dive 
for the hall, but found himself 



caught in ■ powe i f nl embrace. 
He tore loose from this, leav- 
ing his coat in the man's grip. 
The silver knives clattered to 
the floor. Someone turned on 
the wall switch, flooding (he 
room in bright light. Hii escape 
by way of the hall being cut 
off by a big man in pajamas, 
Tim cut acres." the room in- 
tending to crash through the 
window — and run ■ chance on 
how he landed below, 

A band booked into the back 
of his shirt collar. Tim made 
a desperate lurch. There was a 
sharp rending, tearing sound, 
and Tini stood there — with hi* 
back bared. The man had 
jumped to (he front of him and 
w*s pinioning his arms in a 
grip that could not be shaken 
off. A half stifled "EEEEEK" 
from the woman was followed 
by. 

"Look, John. Look at his 
back." She was excitedly point- 
ing to Tim's left shoulder, on 
which appeared a large moose- 
colored mark in the exact shape 
of a crescent. 

"That mark!" she continued, 
half gaining. "Good heavens, 
that marie" 

IT THIS point, a loud ham- 
mering and pounding on 
the street door reverberated 
through the house. John put on 
his bath robe, ran down stairs 
and opened the door. 

"What's goin" on here?" de- 
manded a gigantic Irish can, 
his immense shoulders barely 
.squeezing through the door. 

"We've been robbed!" re- 
plied John. 

"Where is he? How many 
were there? I suppose he got 
away, eh? What did he look 
lite?" was hurled at John in 
one breath by the excited 
guardian of the law. 

The burglar ts lying on the 
floor upstair*." spoke the man 
in the bathrobe. "He is, in the 
words of the prize ring, 
Kayued." 

"Sute, why didn't ye say so 
in the firs! olace," snapped the 
big cop, "Come on, boys," he 
called at a paddy wagon stand- 
ing at the curb. "There*!! be 
some carry-in' to do," Three 



more uniformed men, smaller 
than their advance guard, 
.■pilled out of the police trans- 
port bu*. They all raced up the 
stair* in the wake of the flying 
bathrobe before them, with the 
gentle grace of a charging foot- 
ball squad thundering down the 
field. 

The housebreaker, not un- 
known lo the police lieutenant 
who now joined them, wis 
roughly jerked to his feet, and 
rc th^aeromganimeni of many 
and sundry 'slaps in the face 
and jolts in the ribs, w»s hustled 
down the stairs and into the 

waiting Black Maria, Mean- 
while, the lieutenant and a 
member from (he detective 
squad were making a thorough 
check-up of the robbery. When 
it developed that the burglar 
bad been knocked out by a 
man other than John, the in- 
vestigation required this man's 

In response to John'* knock, 
his mother came out of an ad- 
joining room, leading Tim by 
the hand. The lieutenant looked 
up in surprise. Mrs. Ellerton 
told the law man the full story 
of the robbery, ending with: 

"- — and fortunately my son, 
Peter, returned unexpectedly 
and saved my life." She walked 
over to the dressing (able and 
picking op the framed photo 
looked at it lovingly. Her other 
arm was around Peter's shoul- 
der. "This is your photo, when 
you were only two. It was taken 
the day oefore you — were 
taken from us." She gared and 
gated at the picture, tears of 
overwhelming joy running 
down her cheeks. With a half 
choked, "Good night" the lieu- 
tenant tiptoed from the room, 
pulling the detective with him, 

"Say," snapped the dick, 
when they were on the stieet. 
"I could have sworn that that 
guy up there waj — ™ 

"You've sworn much too 
much already," interrupted 
Lieutenant Hanson. "So I ad- 
vise you, for «t change to — 
swear off." The dick threw him 
a quick glance of understand- 
ing, at they walked down the 
street. 

The End - 
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